36	DIGGING UP THOUGHT ROOTS
Let me say that when I finished writing the pre-
ceding chapter it was about noon of yesterday. In the
afternoon I had some work to do which did not relate
to the preparation of this manuscript, and which kept
me busily engaged until about six o'clock. After
leaving my (S den " I had some spare time before
sitting down to the evening meal, and I thought it a
good opportunity to do a little mental angling by means
of free associations for the purpose of ascertaining
whence those strange " original" ideas of mine came
in the morning when I wrbte my illustrative story
spontaneously, and without one single moment of reflection.
I will say at this point that I have never learned
six verses of poetry in my life. I will also say that the
reason why I have never done so is because / am not
able to do so. I have an exceedingly bad rote memory.
I may remember the idea lying behind six, sixty,
or perhaps sixty hundred verses, but as soon as a sen-
tence has been consciously apprehended it seems, in
my case, to break into a form of mental dust, and to
sink down into my unconscious, beyond recall—as far
as original construction is concerned.
To be quite frank, about the only " poetry " that I
have ever been able to memorize is the multiplication
table, and " Thirty days hath September," etc.
I want also to say that I do not care very much for
poetry. My mind seems to run in a sort of analytic
groove. I am always " nosing about " in an effort to
find out something and to see of what things are made.
I further want to say that I don't think that I have
ever read through Coleridge's Kubla Khan completely
more than once in my life, and that occasion must have
been over twenty-five years ago.

